THE VICTORIANS  AND  AFTER
devastating manner* Thus his novels are an indictment, detached enough, of a certain aspect of civilisation, done in a relentlessly prosaic manner, in a tight, inexorable narrative form, through the medium of a pitilessly prosaic prose He plods desperately and firmly on, he seldom runs, never skips, and one cannot conceive inviting him to take wing His novels are pathetic in that they expose a sore, the deadness of the lower middle-class mind, as in Thyrza, Demos, and New Grub Street, whereas in Lonely Lives he dilated upon the miseries of loveless women He was no social reformer, he was simply and purely a presenter, and not always of squalor The Private Papers of Henry Ryecroft will live longer than his other works, one imagines, by the sole reason of its sunnmess and sense of contentment
But if the great mass of novel-readers was no longer getting enrichment from, and forming its ideas on, the works of the novelists, and was no longer swept away by the gusto, the genial acceptance of life as such which had made the earlier novelists best-sellers as well as important figures, a new sort of writing in the form of the romance was springing up to enliven the dull hours This was due to the inventive talent of Stevenson His works have little to do with life as ordinarily lived, they attack no problems, they excite and move the emotions, more usually the gentler ones, and constitute a respite from life rather than an illumination of it They have, it is true, that relation to life which is essential to all art, but it is no longer an immediate relation They depend for their charm mainly on the narrative, their appeal is vicarious action and adventure Stevenson, moreover, had a literary gift which though minor, as he himself recognised, is far from commonplace He used words with a sure sense, his phrasing is often delightful, and he could evoke a scene, give a sense of the humorous, the strained, or the macabre, in a wholly convincing manner His long-short stones are far more complete and satisfying than his full-length romances, he could endow those with form,, could keep up the illusion by methods which failed him in longer work "OUala", "The Merry Men", "A Lodging for the Night'1, have a freshness and a charm which have not yet faded,
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